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PREFACE 


"The Keyless Lock" encompasses the idea of a 
personal "Point of No Return" where at the time, 
through intuition, I've realized that my life is 
about to change permanently through the 
constant occupation and devotion to the practice 
of philosophy. 


Philosophy has the power to change people 
permanently by shaping their brains even further 
than their original disposition, thus putting them 
in a different place other people are in. 


As the intellect develops regardless of the 
intellect of the people around him or her, they can 
reach depths of understanding other people might 
not reach in even dozens of years alive. While this 
realization could unlock many insights for the self 
and humanity, it can also lead to a terrible, 
chronic state of isolation from other people. Thus, 
by increasing one's intellect to profound degrees, 
they might "lock" themselves from being relatable 
in the eyes of other people. 


And it is through being able to relate to one 
another, that connections are forged and nur- 
tured. 


My hopes with this book is to present the destiny 
| have carved to myself in the name of lifelong 
learning of reality, and the price |am paying for it 
every day with great isolation, sometimes physi- 
cal, always mental. As with all human beings, | too 
wish to be understood, and perhaps this book 
would elevate your understanding of what it's like 
to lock oneself from the mutual understanding of 
most people, in the name of reaching higher 
understandings of reality. 


As my sacrifice is done in the very name of 
imparting the insights | discover, to all of my 
readers. 


Warmest Regards, 


Tomasio A. Kubinshtecn 


INTRODUCTION 


lam Mr. Tomasio Rubinshtein, a writer from Israel 
who is also known as "The Undead Philosopher". | 
wrote several books and 1am working ona lifelong 
legacy in form of ae_e philosophy blog, called 
Philosocom.com . I've penned not only several 
books but also hundreds of articles. | have readers 
and apprentices throughout the world, and some 
people consider me a master at what 1! do. 


| have no degrees even though | have fully 
graduated highschool and received some higher 
education at the Israeli Open University. In 2018 | 
won the "Top Writer" award by the social media 
platform, Quora.com . 


"The Keyless Lock" is an exception to what | 
usually write, which is philosophical text. This 
chapbook mainly contains a few. stories and 


several poems that | wrote under the theme of 
"Point of No Return", a common trope in fiction, 
and often in real life, where a character enters a 


situation or a period, whose effects cannot be 
reversed nor restored back to what life was before. 


| would like to thank you for purchasing my 
chapbook, and | would like to thank my 
publication house for helping me bring this book 
further into light. 


- Tomasio A. Rubinshtein 


Part |: Fables: 
The Demons Inside Us All 


“Il wish you were dead!” screamed the desert 
hermit in front of no one in particular, well, at 
least externally no one. 


A hermit’s life may not necessarily be dull, lacking 
or boring, as some or many may claim. Living by 
your own for long periods of time can discover the 
inner richness in one’s consciousness and subcon- 
sciousness - for the good and for the bad. This is 
why many people are not fit enough to be by 
themselves for the long term - who knows what 
hideous creatures may lurk inside each and every 
one of their constantly chattering minds? 


“Why, why aren’t you all dead already?!” Shouted 
the hermit from the comforts of his little 
hermitage. He had a bad time throughout the day. 
He wanted to use this’ particular day _ for 
philosophical contemplation, awake and aware. 
However, things did not turned the way he wished 
them to be, and instead he begun to sense what he 
calls “the demons of anxiety” or “the guardians of 
the locked neck” start to arouse and stress his 
strong yet thin muscles. He did not leave his entire 
family, friends and career as a merchant for 
anxiety! He did it to evolve into a higher self. 


But these annoying pests of repressed demons 
seem to be always awake more than he shall ever 
be, and always watching, like some sort of a big 
brother. If he wanted to be supervised, he would 
have gone to a joint monastery, where the monks 
live as a one big commune. He didn’t want anything 
of that. He had enough social activities in his 
childhood. This is the period, although young, he 
shall live as a desert hermit for the rest of his life. 
Anyway, it is too late to return back, as he lost the 
way back long ago, and generally has no idea where 
he is in comparison to the world. 


His social identity is non-existent now, so it is of 
no use in the silent great desert, where the only 
sounds of living come only from you. 


As the day passed and the night begun to shine its 
darkness and stars upon the earth, the frustrated, 
bearded hermit have declared that it is enough and 
he should sleep, for he needs to gather more water 
and supplies in long, long walks under the heat of 
the merciless sun. Fortunately, he built’ his 
residence upon a high point, where he may find 
himself when lost and, hopefully not, under 
danger. 


And so, his anxiety begun to sink and sink into the 
unknown abyss of the subconscious, and thus the 
legions of demons have left him, for now, at least. 
Finally, when he begun to be in the kingdom of 
dreams, he encountered a certain maiden he has 
seen at some point of his young life. The dream 
itself wasn’t as much detailed as he would hoped, 
but the inner projection of the maiden, all covered 
in blue robes of blue like the sea and the sky, 
simply said: 


“As a solitaire, if you wish for your inner demons 
to be dead, you first must be dead yourself, killing 
them in the process”. 


The young hermit, knowing that he chose his life 
directly because he wanted to live, has decided to 
spare his inner enemies, and to welcome them into 
his humble abode in the sea of sand. It seems that 
even in the most remote of places on the land, one 
always has neighbors, whether inside him or 
outside of him. Like he knew from his former life 
among the civilization in an overpopulated city. 
the only thing one can do with noisy neighbors 
while staying alive - is to live in peace with them. 


So, the young hermit remembered from his past, 
and so he shall do from now on with the entities 
that lurk beyond the walls of his consciousness, in 
an apartment he may never know who, or what, is 
going on in there. And so, he has reborn. 


A Monarch of One 


In the remote dungeon of a forsaken, desolated 
land, a young, ambitious adventurer went deeper 
and deeper in the quest to find precious artifacts 
of a ancient, yet extinct civilization, whose name 
nor history only few can recognize. Why have he 
done such thing, given that he had much happier 
life in his hometown? He was about even about to 
marry a maiden from a noble family, and inherit a 
trading empire from his old, sick father. Yet, he 
chose to remove himself from such luck and 
success in order to pursuit his own, personal 
dreams. Since he was a little kid, he continuously 
wondered how is it to be fully alone, regardless of 
the various dangers absolute solitude may possess. 
Now he finally has the answer: it is of much joy; a 
joy greater from any joy he has ever had in the 
civilized, repressing and limiting world of the so 
called “benevolent” society of his. 


However, the deeper he went, the less chance he 
got to leave. Not only this underground system is 
so complex, but it is so immensely beautiful. The 
primitive paintings, the creativity of the various 
rooms and the genius it all had as a trap for 
invaders. It only been a few hours since the young 
adventurer went inside the underground complex, 
however he has already made up his mind. Why 
would he return to the boring, dull civilization of 
his, regarding the beauty, size and comfort of this 
abandoned dungeon? Yes! He _ shall make _ this 
dungeon his own kingdom, and he shall declare 
himself a monarch of one. 


He thus found a precious crown covered in dust, 
cleaned it and placed it on his head. Later that day 
he realized that he cannot go back, however it did 
not ruin his high, inner streams of happiness that 
flew through his blood veins, as he knew that now 
he has nothing to lose but himself, which may 
occur one day - so why bother worrying about the 
inevitable? This life, (and now, territory) belongs 
to him. What else is needed, but making this 
dungeon his domain and, in the future, his tomb? 
And so, he eventually died with a wide smile on his 
face, wider than he ever had in his life among the 
civilization. 


The Demon Philosopher 


| have lived for many years. | have experienced so 
many things, yet | have never experienced such a 
thing in my life; something drastic, ugly and 
desperate such as philosophy. Hell, | only knew 
this term and definition only few weeks ago. You 
can say that I'm not avery intelligent person, and 
| must agree. | have lived a monotonous life of a 
poor farmer, doing the same crafts repeatedly, with 
no actual sight of the future. | just did not think 
about all these big stuffs called philosophy Hell, | 
do not know how to read nor write, someone else 
do these difficult stuffs for me as | speak. 


Well, | wanted to record some of my thoughts 
before fate shall take me away from this world. You 
see, | have lived the life of a sane person, a very 
ignorant one, to be exact. My lord far in his manor 
demanded me to make wheat and fruits, and that's 
what | did; that's what | did under the order of him 


and his son and his grandson. I'm a very old and 
poor man, who didn't see the lands beyond the 
territories of my lords. | barely know something 


beyond agriculture. 


However, it all seem to change long time ago. In 
the distant past, | have started to have what wiser 
people than me call "hallucinations" although | 
cannot differ between them and daydreams. It 
happened to be irregularly and inconsistently. | 
started to see an awful creature, hybrid of some 
sort, looking directly at me with their enormous 
eyes and ugly face, and starting to ask me questions 
no one asked me before, including myself. For 
some reason, their name is "Monkrilla", and it 
seems that only | can see them. My family thinks 
I'm crazy, but | don't care. | can see this abomina- 
tion staring deep into my soul and talking about 
things which are beyond my old and unused mind. 
They consume me and draining my sanity away from 
my reach, not caring at all that they make me 
suffer. 


The first question that Monkrilla abomination asked 
me was: "What is the meaning of life?" And 1, what 
could | say to them? All | know is my farming skills, 
my rulers, my family and the land which | harvest. 
Thus, | answered back with a question of my own: 
"Why should | care what is the meaning of life?" 


The creature, made of iron, rotten meat and spikes, 
answered me back with yet another answer, with 
their deep, twisted and terrible voice: "For what 
do you live?" 


| lost my mind with frustration. They just didn't let 
go and continue with my life, but why should | 
complain? Do |! have any self-respect for myself, an 
ego of some sort? | am a filthy peasant, who was 
humiliated countless times by people powerful 
than me, all my life! 


That heretic, despicable demon seems to hear my 


own thoughts. | could feel it by the movement of 
their metallic, dusty eyes and gigantic eyebrows. | 
felt penetrated. "My name is Monkrilla, the 
philosopher of the underworld", they declared 
slowly. "Think about the questions | asked you, 
fragile mortal. We shall meet again, sometime 
else." 


And they disappeared into nothingness, making 
return to my earthly, filthy and clueless reality. 


| asked my excuse of a wife if she heard what | 
heard, but all she said is that she saw me talking 
to myself. She thinks I'm nuts, but | swear in my 
lord I've seen the horrible thing. Yet nobody seems 
to care. 


And so, the days went by and my family begun to 
keep their distance from me, as | tried fruitlessly 
to ask them the questions the demon asked me, but 
all they did was laugh and mock me, the head of 
the family of three generations. I've seen them 
talking about me behind my back, telling each 
other that I've gone crazy and giggle as | harvest 
the wheat and slaughter the pigs. But | guess | am 
used to it with all of the respect that | never had 
neither by others, and neither by myself. 


At times, the demon appeared when | went to 
sleep. In those dreams | felt so hot, so sweaty and 
so humid more than I'd ever been under the cruel 
sun. The atmosphere was yellow, and rusty, and 
terribly stinking. | wanted to have some fresh air 
but only dirt and smoke entered my lungs, and the 
giant demon just sat there in their throne made of 
earth and stared me from above, as if | am to be 
judged for sins | never been aware of doing. 


"Fragile mortal", they said. "Why is it that you 
live?" 


| didn't have any answer, but | tried to improvise, 
"my lord, | am alive because my parents made me, 
and because /! survived all these years in my harsh 
life." 


"No, no, fragile mortal", they denied my answer. 
"That is what | already know from simply looking 
at your tiny and old body. What is the purpose of 
your existence?" 


"My lord, my purpose is to make sure my master is 
satisfied with the resources | make for them." 

"Is that so..." they slowly replied. "then why are 
they demanding you to make more of these 
resources with every season? They do not seem to 
be satisfied if they ask you for more. If that is your 
purpose in this universe, then you have failed to 
accomplish it, tiny mortal." 


"How do you know all of this? From where do you 
have all this high wisdom?!" Are they following 
me, or my current master? 


"Insignificant mortal", he called my identity which 
| agree with. "I have the wisdom of countless years 
stored in the depths of my brain. | am here and 
everywhere, watching and learning and hopelessly 
not finding any answers to my _ questions of 
philosophy. | have asked countless of other insig- 
nificant mortals and gods about the meaning of 
existence, and they, like you, were not sure about 
the validity of their answers, if they answered in 
the first place. We are all going to oblivion." 


| didn't care at all about the magnitude of the 
issue. | just wanted to make sure that they will 
leave me alone for good. 


"In an ideal yet suffocating reality," they lectured 
me. "no mortal and immortal would abandon the 
great philosophical questions, regardless of the 
void they indicate. Because | wish to live according 
to such hypothetical reality, as these questions 
shall eternally haunt me, | shall eternally haunt 
you and plenty of others, until the inner void shall 
be fulfilled!" 


For some reason, | thought they might laugh 
hysterically, but their facial expression was more 
serious than my family's disdain towards little 
poor me. "My lord, | am a simple man. What void 
is your highness is speaking of?" 


The demon left a deep sigh which shook my internal 
organs. "Simple-minded mortals can be much 
happier than those whose mind goes in the depths 
of thought. Mortal, you are now my minion. 
Succumb to my rule and swear allegiance to me, 
and! shall grant your life in exchange. Refuse, and 
you shall suffocate deep in my hauntings." 


In this dream, | have done a fatal mistake, a 
mistake which | highly regret. "Why should | 
succumb to a monstrosity like you, my lord? | have 
succumbed enough in this life. O, my lord, when 
would this slavery end? By death? This is the first 


time | come to think about it, but | never knew 
what freedom is. Haven't | done enough in long life 
in service to others, as a slave? When will | have 


the time to be free?!" 


"'free?" The demon mocked me, and seem to grow 
bigger and bigger within every second of my 


feeling of horror. "There is no such thing as 
freedom in the mortal life, but death. Death is the 
liberator. Do you wish to die? | wouldn't be 


surprised if thou approved. Even the wealthiest of 
all succumbs to the laws of existence. Succumb is 
only natural in a universe where the strong use, if 
not abuse, the weak. Thus, | ought to ask again. Do 
you wish to die? 


You do not know the torment of death, regardless 
of its chronological length of process." 


"I do not understand, my lord-" 


"Do, you, wish, to die? Even an ignorant like you, 
| believe, can understand this simple question, 
regardless of way. | am much more powerful than 
you, and | need a net of minions as my represen- 
tatives to the mortal world. Perhaps one day you 
pathetic weaklings can give relief to my existential 


suffering. You see, old man, | am a philosopher, 
and | need people such as you to serve me, as the 
harvesters of life's essence. | need the meaning of 


life in order to survive, like all of us who are not 
practically suicidal. Minion, swear your allegiance 
to me, and the continuation of your life can be 
granted. With you under my command, I! can 
massively expand your lifespan. | understand the 
look in your face, mortal. You run a pathetic and 
allegedly inescapable existence. No one cares 
about you, not even the people your wife gave 
birth to. They laugh at you and place you in deep 
shame. The more you shall sink into shame, the 
deeper your subconscious would torture you as a 


compensation to your meaninglessness. If thou 
shall recognize that you are my minion by swearing 
your oath to me, | can prevent your slowly 


incoming decline, as long as you shall ponder the 
grand philosophical questions, for even with mere 
pondering, you grant me the life-force | require to 
function and to thrive. | shall ask you for the final 
time, minion: do you wish to die? | can speed your 
death, and death shall consume you quickly than 
you may anticipate. Declare the recognition of your 
minionship to me!" 


| gradually became more tired, more filled with 
unease moisture. | wanted to die, but for a reason 
| cannot explain, | have filled their command and 
submitted with a servant's dignity to them, to 
Monkrilla, the God of wisdom and stench. 


"Your new lord is pleased with your obedience. 
Now, minion, your life shall be forever changed, 
but | shall not tell you how exactly. You shall 
observe it yourself, for wisdom comes from misery, 
and stench succeeds momentary purity." 


My fatal mistake was that | refused to die, and 
instead, my lifespan has been increased signific- 
antly, but my family and the lord's manor —- they 
all died in flames. | watched them from afar, 
knowing the price of my sacrifice. From now on | 
will know more than | would wished | had known in 
my previous and pathetic life. | am reborn out of 
my own hidden fear of death, from an earthly 
minion to a minion of dark divinity; a choice in 
which | regret even today. 


Indeed, | do very regret selling my soul to a 
demon, especially one as my lord and demon 
philosopher Monkrilla. | constantly went hungry 


and had trouble sleeping, since | had no place to 
go to, as | always wandered around the lands. | 
wandered without knowing what exactly do | 
search for, and my new lord did not bother to 
further explain the exact mission as their minion. 
What | did know is that they were always present 
and always watching me, as if | had a foreign eye 
inside me. 


And so, | lived as hermit in the uncivilized fields. 
Even though it was the first time | ever went out of 
my former lord's dominion, | never actually saw 
anyone in my journeys. | have climbed hills and 
mountains, froze in winter's cold in a desolated 
cave, hunted birds and fish and drank from rivers. 
It seems that | have lost the sight of every human 
but me. Indeed, it was torture, and | was never 
used to such seclusion. | always had the commune 
life of a large family, sweating together in the 
fields and eating bread in our tiny hut which was 
not even ours completely, but the manor's lord's. 


Never in my life | knew such murderous silence, 
such deep craving for another human. being. 
Perhaps my demon master led my journey, as they 
had their powers over the earth and over my life 
specifically. My frustration grew strong and bold 


with each passing day, as | confronted _ the 
meaningless of life, as | simply strolled around the 
remote lands without knowing why. | could've 


betrayed my master, but then they would've 
probably executed me, even though | had nothing 


to lose, and still | was afraid of dying regardless 
of my age. In fact, | don't know what my age is 
anymore. In my previous life | knew | had some 


kind of meaning, or at least this was my illusion. | 
knew | had to harvest a certain amount of food and 
send it to the earthly lord's castle, and as a reward 
| shall get to survive. But this! | knew nothing, and 
| still know nothing of my journey. | knew | was 
such a tiny man in comparison to my former lord 
and their manor, but only when | ventured out of 
the territory which | never gone out before, only 
then | realized how insignificant is my existence. 
The world is so big, so tremendous! How come it 
can be so infinite? | could walk for days and even 
weeks, and | would still not return to the previous 
locations from the opposite direction. | had this 
strange fear that one day ! shall reach the end of 
the world, and stare deep into the underworld, 
however | had voices which told me that the world 
is not flat but round. Indeed, my own psychotic 
voices were my only companions, as | did not even 
hear once from my master since they set the manor 
on fire and decimated everything. 


One day | collapsed on the earth in what seem to 


be an endless grassland. | collapsed and cried, 
because | did not know where |! was heading, or 
why | was heading to that direction. Master 


Monkrilla was right; it is so difficult to be a deep 
person, while life was happier when you were a 
simple-minded individual. 


| do not understand to this day how | become so 
wise just because ! were alone for so long, and had 
these thoughts | never encountered before. What | 
was certain about is, that | wanted my former life's 
back. | did not want to think all of these complex 
thoughts as they raced through my fragile mind. | 
lied there like a corpse, and transmitted my energy 
to the earth to contain. For the first time in my life 
| felt actual love to my wife, whose marriage with 
me was arranged by tradition, and whose love to 
me was never existent. | missed my kids in which | 
taught them the art of harvesting and meat- 
slaughtering, but never got to play with them or to 
grant them love. | even miss my former lord in 
which | never got to see in my own life, making his 
image godly-like. | felt the urge to thank him for 
giving me a place to live and an occupation to do. 
What person was he? | shall never know, for he 
died in the depths of extreme heat, along with the 
rest of the manor. It was an enormous fire. | 
laughed when my face was directed to the irritati- 
ng weed and grass, because | wondered how ironic 
is that a life-time work can begone in a matter of 
few minutes by the invalidity. After some time | got 
rejuvenated and continued in my endless-appearing 
journey of one's own. 


Someday | developed this conspiracy theory, which 
its expression in my self-talking ensured me my 
near execution. What if Master Monkrilla manipu- 
lated me? What if he deceived me by telling me 
they need this essence of meaning in order to 


survive? Given the fact | always felt I'm being 
watched since | left the manor's crumbling ruins, 
and considering | never found any meaning (at 


least, not in self-conscious) — what if | am nothing 
more than entertainment for them to fight the 
boredom found in immortality? Ancient immortals 
have seen it all! If they indeed seen it all, 
shouldn't immortals know what is the meaning of 
life, or know that life has no meaning? 


Why would an immortal being enslave a mortal to 
gO on a journey they probably already did in one 
of their hundreds of thousands’~ of years? 
Immortals have nothing to lose when they 
experience everything, and given my master is a 
god, how could they be dead, and if they are 
everywhere as they claim, why would they need me 
in the first place?! 


After years and years of strolling in the remote 
lands of nothingness, my desire for living had 
ensured me my own death. In fact, | only delayed 
my incoming execution, but ultimately made it 
inevitable by my increasing intellect in my solitary 
journey of cold, hunger, thirst and silence. 


In my final day on the ground | sensed of my 
incoming demise. | was very hungry that day, but | 
was tired even though | just woke up. | have begun 


to lose my stability, and | fell on the rocky ground, 
injuring my body in a level that prevent me to 
stand up independently. Since no one came to aid 
me, as | did not see anyone since the manor's 
destruction, | lied there uncomfortably, wishing to 
get more sleep. 


When | woke up, | found myself in the depths of 
Master Monkrilla's throne room in the underworld. 
It's been a very long time since I've been there in 
my dreams. 


"Well done, my minion", said the demon god with 
his rusty voice, their hands slowly clap and create 
shockwaves in the humid air. "You succeeded to 
find the meaning of life. Yes, yes. We both know 
the meaning of life, my dear minion. If there is 
something which is universal to all living beings, 
is that they eventually die, mortals and immortals 
as one. While immortals can live forever, someday 
we all shall lose our sanity after we experienced 
everything possible.We immortals can write books, 
visit all the places in the world, talk with all the 
people, kill and give birth. 


But eventually we grow tiresome out of those futile 
activities, and become sick from the disease which 
is boredom. You are right, mortal. | used you as my 
tool since | was bored. | have nothing to be 
ashamed of, as | am above good and evil." 


"Really, master? Do you truly think you are the 
exception just because you are immortal, a demon 
and a god?", | replied angrily to the one who 
granted me the gift of increasing and arousing 
intellect. 


"Everyone is entitled to their own opinion, which 
can exist beyond countless generations. Even if we 
die, the opinion still exist, even if unknown by 
anyone else. Opinions are the only things, besides 
the void, which can never collapse. They can only 
be created, and live a truly infinite existence in 
the depths of the universal void. 


"Now, enough. Since | got quite attached to you 
and to your intelligent, | feel guilty letting you live 
for so long. You see, my servant, | believe that the 
concept of overdose, regardless its type, is 
dangerous and life-threatening. I'm afraid that 
giving the fact you are becoming wiser and wiser 
as years go on in your solitude, your fragile mind 
may crumble due to an overdose of uncompromis- 


ing, unthreatened intellect. | am evident of that 
phenomenon deep inside you, as | observed your 
thoughts with my eye, and | let my loyal historian 


and author, Recordptile, record each and every one 
of your thoughts since you left your dead lord's 
manor. Recordptile! Bring the books!" 


A huge platform with mountains of books arrived 
from the ceiling by chains of iron. No space of that 
platform has remained, and when | looked up | 
couldn't see the ending of these books. With the 
terrifying sound of the demon's fist on the throne, 
the platform slowly went up again, and disappeared 
in the darkness above. 


Alongside the hideous demon stood a tall and 
muscular reptile, wielding a sharp sword, and a 
large black quill in their pocket. They had a silver- 
plate armor, like that of a knight, and a spiked 
kettle helm. They looked both intellectual and 
combatative. 


The demon master spoke once again. "For your own 
safety, you should be executed, but beforehand, 
Recordptile shall record your final thoughts. After 
you have finished recording all you have to say to 
the next generations, you shall be mercifully 
killed. Recordptile, escort this proper minion and 
write whatever he got to say. Then, execute him." 


The reptile warrior nodded obediently. A hidden 
entrance has been opened immediately, leading to 
a dark, narrow corridor. For the first time, | saw 
Master Monkrilla smiling with satisfaction, hideous 
like they always are. 


Perhaps their smile was the outcome of my own 
personal success; a potential indication that my 
life did not go into waste. 


The Path to the Hermit's Dungeon 


On a diverged path in the mountains, there was a 
sign built by the friends and families of those who 
either returned didn’t make their return: 


“Left — the continuation of the hike; Right — a path 
covered in the blood of the killed and the eaten. 
If you are to go right — proceed with caution, as no 
one but yourself shall be responsible for the 
consequences of your actions”. 


Those who go left are gifted with safety and a 
higher possibility of not dying; those who go right 
are to encounter a probability to meet their doom 
by the Hermit King and his minions. 


The path that is set right high in the mountains, 
gradually descends further down and down until a 
field of trees and fog is revealed; the Hermit King’s 
hunting ground, where his minions kill for him and 
serve the corpses of the dead as either new 
members of his army, or as food, as the Hermit 
King’s great hunger can only be fulfilled by the 
flesh, which is his only delight in an extremely 
extensive existence of severe asceticism; a way of 
life that had given him the possibility of self-res- 
urrection while the rest of his race have gone 
extinct for reasons only he knowns. 


The sign that has been placed by Hermit’s minions 
reads this: “The Center of Nutrition and Recruit- 
ment”. Those who have went on the right-direction 
path and are hungry and are in poverty, may want 
to go there, without the mental power required for 
them to reveal to themselves that they are the 
source of nutrition, and that they shall be 
recruited only as undead. Sophistication. 


Those who somehow have made it past the misty 
forest where Hermit’s minions lurk in the fog and 
behind the trees, are to be met with a concrete 
bridge lightly above a stream of water. The sign to 
the bridge reads: “A source of water for the 
thirsty”. For those who are unaware: that water, 
while be healthy, is filled with special type of 
earth golems: huge hands that grab those who 
approach to drink, and are choked by their 
enormous strength until they are dead. Sophistic- 
ation. 


Those who somehow yet managed to cross the 
concrete bridge are met with the final destination 
that the right-directed path leads them; the 
Hermit Dungeon, the lair of the Hermit King, a 
gargantuan underground complex, heavily 
defended by Hermit’s skeletons, zombies, worms 
and earth/mud/sand golems, all are of his own 
creation. 


However, the final sign reads: “A place of rest”, 
and the entrance to the Hermit Dungeon is a warm, 
harmless-appearing cave, shaped like a mother’s 
womb, with a smell of a warm cabin in the woods. 
There are even lanterns in the entrance that 
allegedly reveal the cave. 


Those who succumb to their desire to rest and not 
to escape the consequences of their mistakes, by 
going to the cave — when they step on the earth of 
the cave - it is merely a trap that has been 
designed to make them fall, and the first room of 
the cave is a long hall of stairs that go deeply 
down. 


And so they fall of the stairs for around half an 
hour, and land on the ground when they are too 
much injured to move even the basic of their 
muscles, as their bones across their bodies are 
broken by hitting the sharp ends of each stair. 
There they are mercifully killed by the guards. 


Thus is the way to Hermit Dungeon, but not the 
Hermit Dungeon Itself. 


The Little General 


Once upon a time there was a minor warlord, 
hoping one day to finally complete his goal in life, 
which is world domination, and the annihilation of 
everyone and everything who dares to stay in his 
way. He established a small but well-fortified 
empire in the darker parts of the globe, and his 
troops, although few in number, are loyal to his 
command (and to the check they receive every 
month). 


It was hard to fully satisfy this little general, 
because although he was small in size, he needed 
numerous amounts of meals and conquests in order 
for him to reach an optimal state that is at least 
close to ultimate satisfaction of this day. 


He would raise the taxes so he could afford more 
satiating meals, initiate surprise training for his 
troops on numerous occasions throughout the 
year, and made sure every newly-conquered land of 
his would be as_ fortified as_ financially and 
resourcefully possible, due to the hidden, yet 
disturbing fear of losing the new territories he and 
his army have worked so hard to conquer and to 
overthrow the local, native governments. 


But still, regardless of his numerous conquests 
across the globe, his empire has remained small in 
size, while he was competing with other warlords, 
who would sometimes clash with his army, and even 
gain larger quantities of land than him, something 
which made him constantly frustrated, regardless 
of his hard endeavours to take over the world. 


Land after land, recruit after recruit — life as a 
conqueror is not as glamourous as it's initially 
seen. It often feels like a job, and one of the worse 
kind of jobs — a job that never ends, a job that 
gives you the illusion that you're making signific- 
ant progress towards your end-goal, but alas, the 
goal of ultimate power seems to remain far from 
sight. 


One day was the little general's birthday, and for 
this occasion, a grand parade was planned. A 
countless number of regiments were stationed at 
the imperial capital, and plenty of devastating war 
machines were transferred to this central, bustling 
city, the nerve centre of this empire. 


The end of the parade was near, as the sun was 
about to set down and let itself be replaced by the 
void of the night and its stars. A local reporter, in 
that day's summarizing press conference, asked 
the supreme general how he'll spend the remaining 
evening, and received a very surprising, yet 
controversial answer, from him: in the time left 
this evening he'll conquer the very world he has 
sworn his entire lifetime to rule with an iron fist. 


"But, sir... just how exactly are you going to do 
such a quest at the very litthe amount of time you 
have? Aren't you tired from all this day?" The 
reporter further inquired. 


"Of course | am tired, but | had enough time waiting 
for that day to come! It's time to unleash my 
empire's ultimate weapon, my secret air fleet, 
constructed by my finest loyalists, is about to 
unleash itself, upon the world!" 


And, with a click of a button, the capital city suff- 
ered an intensive earthquake, as the _ surface- 
disguised panels across the empire's’ central 
region have opened along with the complete shock 
of the media and of locals alike, giving enough 
space for enormous naval-like airships rise from 
the underground to the night's skies, awaiting the 
general's orders. It seems that the general wasn't 
so little like initially believed. 


The recently-appointed lieutenant, responsible for 
the naval airships and_ possibly the _ loyalist 
lieutenants in the general's empire, came to his 
presence and requested to be given orders for the 
operation of this secret weapon, hidden from the 
eyes of the world. "Attack!" The general demanded. 


"Uh.. sir, attack what?" The sub-commander asked 
in confusion. 


"I don't care!" the general replied furiously. " This 


night will be where I| shall be taking over the 
world, and | want these airships to bring the world 
to its knees before me. | do not care what it takes 


in order to do so, so | demand you to attack every 
piece of competition for world domination, at once! 
| had enough with waiting, spending countless 
years of my life just to establish a small empire in 
the far corners of the globe. It's irrational and 
frustrating... annoying... exhausting... tiring... " 


And alas, the hard-working, unsatisfied warlord has 
collapsed on the floor in a mixture of extreme 
exhaustion and frustration, leaving his lieutenant 
in too much confusion to actually follow the order 
he was given. The general, after all, was using a 
metaphorical mask whenever he exited his 
residence to his nation, and thus his sudden 
collapse was too shocking, especially given that it 
was recorded live on the news! 


Unfortunately for this small, nameless empire, the 
news was quickly delivered to the rest of the 
world, and in an emergency meeting, the world's 
leading empires have courageously created a 
coalition to counter-attack the little general and 
his air-armada. Within a matter of hours, in a 
costly but efficient battle, the entire armada, one 
by one, has fallen both metaphorically and 
literarily, initiating the deaths of many of the 
empire's residents, along with countless fires 
caused by the coalition. 


When the general woke up from his unexpected 
collapse, the sun was shining in a cloudless sky —- 
but his entire empire was literarily destroyed by 
the many crashes of his former-secret weapon, and 
very little survivors were left from the destructive 
attack. 


How ironic; the same declaration of world domina- 
tion was the exact one of which led to the ultimate 
fall of its announcer, letting him live the rest of his 
life wandering aimlessly in a one big crash site, 
the location of a former empire. 


Learn from this the following: your own passion 
can eventually become your downfall if you aren't 
patient enough to endure it for long periods of 
time. 


Dear readers worldwide, 


I've poured my heart into bringing you insightful 
philosophical essays, thought-provoking discussions, 
and engaging interviews on Philosocom.com . Now, I'm 
asking for your support to help me continue this 
endeavor and expand its reach. I've just released a 
captivating collection of poetry and prose called 


"The Keyless Lock," and I'm thrilled to invite you to explore its pages, 
exploring in a few stories and much poetry, the concept of "the point of no 
return" 


Unlock a World of Reflection and Insight 


Within "The Keyless Lock," you'll discover: 

A tapestry of themes: Journey through musings on love, solitude, 
masculinity, asceticism, escapism, and the profound quest for a place to 
truly call one's own. 

A personal narrative of introspection: Witness my own grappling with 
life's choices—from embracing solitude to seeking serenity in a world that 
often feels at odds with such ideals. 

A diverse collection: Enjoy blend of short stories and poems, each 
carefully crafted to ignite contemplation and stimulate the mind and heart. 


100 pages of thought-provoking verse and prose, offering hours of 
immersive reading pleasure. It's a small investment that makes a big 
impact on both your literary journey and the future of the Philosocom 
Article Empire. 


I'm deeply grateful for your readership and support. 


Warm regards, 


Tomasio A. Kubinshtecn 
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